"What?"

"Gimme five dollars/* lie repeated hoarsely* The
cashier did so^ and scribbled a notation and speared it
on the file beside him. The boy had come up to thfc
window, but Snopes went on and he followed the man
back to the office^ his bare feet hissing on the linoleum
floor.

"I tried to find you last night/5 he explained. "But
you wasn't to home." Then he looked up and saw
Snopes2* faces and after a moment he screamed and
broke his trance and turned to flee. But the man caught
him by his overalls, and he writhed and twisted, scream-
ing with utter terror as the man dragged him across the
office and opened the door that gave upon the vacant
lot. Snopes was trying to say something in his mad,
shaking voice, but the boy screamed steadily^ hanging
limp from the other's hand as he tried to thrust the bill
into his pocket. At last he succeeded and released the
boy, who staggered away, found his legs and fled.

"What were you whuppin* that boy, for?" the
cashier asked curiously, when Snopes returned to his
desk.

"For not minding his own business/9 he snapped,
opening his ledger again.

As he crossed the now empty square he looked up at
the lighted face of the clock. It was ten minutes past
eleven. There was no sign of life save the lonely figure
of the night marshal in the door of the lighted post-
office lobby.

He left the square and entered a street and went
steadily beneath the arc lights, having the street to
himself and the regular recapitulation of his striding
shadow dogging him out of the darkness, through the
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